R,  C.  K. ENSOR
ODE TO REALITY
0 REAL, 0 That Which Is,
Beypnd all earthly bliss
My spirit prays to be at one with Thee;
Away from that which seems,
From unenduring dreams,
From vain pursuits and vainer meeds set free.
How rosy to our eyes
The mists of error rise,
The proud pavilions that we weave at will!
How glittering the ray
Of that illusive day,
The hills how grand, the vales how green and
still!
And how inviting yet
The service of deceit,
Paid by the crowd that does not understand,
Parents and friends and foes
All bowing down to those
Who against Thee have lifted up their hand!
Ah, but on whomsoever
Amid such glib endeavour
Thy light has shined in sudden sovereignty,
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